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THE PENNSYLVANIA MOTHER. 
Mother—‘' BENJAMIN THER IS GOING TO THE WARS—WILL THEE NOT LEC THES THOUGHTS COME HOME SOMETIMES |’ 
Benjamin—* Yea Morner.” 
Mother—‘‘ Anv, BenJaMIN—THEE 18 GOING TO THE WARS—WILL THEE NOT LEY THEE BAYONET GO HOME ALWAYS 
Benjamin—‘' Yea Morner—yea.” 
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OUR GREAT DICTIONARY PREMIUM. 





In consequence of numerous letters received at this office regarding the rates of subscription, premium, 


&c., we subjoin the following Terms of Subscription, from which no deviation will be made :— 


$7.00 will entitle the sender to a copy of WORCESTER’S ILLUSTRATED QUARTO DICTIONARY, 
and one copy of VANITY FAIR for one year, 


$8.00 will entitle the sender to a copy of WORCESTER’S ILLUSTRATED QUARTO DICTIONARY, 
and TWO copies of VANITY FAIR for one one year. 


$9.00 will entitle the sender to a copy of the ILLUSTRATED QUARTO DICTIONARY, and THREE 
copies of VANITY FAIR for one year. 


$10.00 will entitle the sender to a copy WORCESTER’S ILLUSTRATED QUARTO DICTIONARY, 
and ONE COPY of VANITY FAIR, for ONE YEAR, and BOUND VOLUMES 1 and 2, 
of VANITY FAIR, the retail price of which is $2 per volume. 


$3.00. For this amount, we will send VANITY FAIR for ONE YEAR, and a copy of WORCESTER’S 
COMPREHENSIVE DICTIONARY, (a book which ought to be in every family,) or if 


preferred, any new publication worth $1.00 and $1.25. 








WORCESTER’S ILLUSTRATED QUARTO DICTIONARY 


IS PUBLISHED AT $7.50. 


By an arrangement with the Publishers, Messrs. SWAN, BREWER & TILESTON, of Boston, we are 
enabled to offer it on the above advantageous terms, to subscribers to this paper. 


It, is acknowledged by the first Literary and Scientific Authorities to be the 


STANDARD DICTIONARY OF THE ENGLISH LANGUAGE, 


It is an invaluable aid to the professional man, and to all who would speak or write the English Lan- 
guage correctly. To these who wish to possess this Work, an opportunity is now offered, by which it 


may be secured at a merely nominal price. 


Seal all letters securely, and address, plainly, 


LOUIS H. STEPHENS, 


100 Nassau Srreet, New-York. 


PUBLISHER FOR THE PROPRIETORS. 
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SO REPORTED. 


IF good news can 
make people happy, 
then the Seceders 
must be continually 
in a_ tip-top-most 
state of felicitude. 
Wherever it comes 
from, or whoever 
makes it, one thing 
is certain, that they 
Get It—and the 


very best of it at 
that. 
Thus within a 


week they have 
learned 

That Oxp Abe lies 
drunk for three 
days at a stretch. 

That the Seventh 
Regiment were 
mince-meated at 
Washington. 

That General Scorr has gone over to the other side. 

That the Yankee Secessionists have risen in tremendous force 
and suppressed the Unionists. 

That Stmon Cameron has humbly begged for a sixty day’s truce. 

That Col. Lex, the traitor, is bombarding Washington from Ar- 
lington Heights, and using it up rapidly. 

That riot, ram and rapine are roaring madly through our North- 
ern cities. 

That the Massachusetts volunteers, consist entirely of “ starved 
paupers,’’ who enlist for the sake of tke rations. 

That the Seventh Regiment will not fire on Maryland troops. 

That North of Mason and Drxon we are all going to the Old Boy 
as fast as Ruin can carry us. 

Every line of the above is literally and faithfully believed at 
the present instant, all cver the entire South. Not by the Com- 
mon People alone, but Everybody—that is to say, everybody 
except the politicians who get the rumors up, and head the Move- 
ment. 

That's a pretty Credo to run through. ‘“ Lying,’’ said Napo- 
LEON, “is also a power.’? Yes—it is the power which set the 
whole Secession movement to going, which kept it going, which 
steams it up now—and which will finally ruin it. Such is life! 
in Dixey. 








a 
HIGH ART. 


As the careful observer who perambulates our by-ways and se- 
questered squares will sometimes let his eyes take roost among the 
skymost branches of the dejected metropolitan tree, he cannot fail 
to be struck by the progress made in a certain branch of art, since 
the torch of war has ignited the kerosene with which the lamp of 
New-York life seems to be somewhat too liberally supplied. 

The branch of art to which we refer is, for the most part, imme- 
diately connected with the branch of a tree. It possesses the ad, 
vantage over all other recognized branches of art—that it entirely 
repudiates nature as a model; and its result is known as the 
eftigy. 

A brief review of the works of this class that have lately come 
within our notice, may be acceptable. 

The subject of each one of them, without any exception, has 
been drawn from the Southern side of Mason and Drxoy’s line ; 
while the sentiment has, with like impartiality, been wrought out 
with the assistance of a stoutish hempen line. 

One of the most striking of these works viewed by us— for, ow- 
ing tosome faulty arrangement of the Hanging Committee, it 
struck us with its only boot over the left eye, as we passed in pen- 
sive mood—was that executed by Master Junius C. Tompxins, of the 
square bearing the latter name. So faithful was this to our pre- 
conception, that it needed not the placard upon the cylindrical 
breast of straw to inform us that it was Jerrerson Davis who 
swung there before us. It is well known that the President of the 
Rebel States has never a button to any of his garments ; and this 
fact has been ably seized by Master Tompxins, who has basted to- 
gether the drapery of his subject with twine ; while, at the same 
time, he has obtained a valuable bit of contrast by hanging it upon 
a Button-wood tree. 

In Christopher Street, as you go toward the North River, as well 
as if you are proceeding in -any other direction, there is a small 











square, of which we do not know the name. That it is a Square ia 
manifest, however, from its essentially triangular form—a feature 
which appears to be peculiar to the minor squares of New-York. 
Here there is on exhibition a remarkably fine strawograph of 
ALEXANDER H. Stepuens, Vice President of the Uncertain States. 
Biographers inform us that the person in question came of poor 
but honest parents. From the numerous and complicated patches 
out of which the only garment of this figure—trousers—are fab- 
ricated, we see that the parents were poor. Let us hope that they 
were honest. This piece is from the camera obscura or dimly 
lighted garret-room of the youthful and sprightly Brru Devine. 
But the artist is candid as well as clever, and informs us that the 
materials were furnished to him by one Contopy, a well known 
chiffonier. The figure which, with a fine stroke of satire, hangs 
bootless from a remarkably rotten-looking branch, weighs only 
ninety-six pounds—the exact weight of the original, according to 
many able writers for the public press. 

Proceeding on our tour of those air galleries of art, we are in- 
duced to go up an alley, which leads into a small open court-yard 
in the centre of which grows a lone ailanthus tree. Far up in 
the branches of this tree, & modest artist, whose name we were 
unable to learn, has executed—by hanging, a truly remarkable 
work. More finished than either of the other pieces already no- 
ticed by us, this figure betrays no outer suggestion of the South- 
ern Secessionist Man of Straw. And yet we know at a glance that 
itis Beaurecarp. The tightly buttoned military frock-cvat ; the 
impassive pasteboard mask with its drooping black moustache ; 
the impatient jerk of the somewhat shabby patent leather boots, 
as the figure swings uneasily to the mocking dalliance of the 
breeze ; all these are characteristic of the hot Southern fire-eater 
of French descent. ‘Taere is some very bad color in the mask; 
particularly the florid impasting of the nose, which gives one the 
idea that a constant State of Beer, instead of the inconstant State 
of South Carolina, must be the natural or native one of the rebel 
General. That Hanging Committee again! This work should not 
have been placed so low down. It should have been hung upon the 
line—that is, upon the clothes-line that crosses the Court-yard 
from North to South at the fourth story. 


—— —— 
Rent Free. 

Philadelphia is a gay place for Virtue, and especially for the 
Temperance division thereof, as practiced by poor Gardeners and 
Mechanics. As is proved by the following cheerful and encour- 
aging lyric sent to the Philadelphia North American: 

Two three story Brick Houses Rent free, 
None but Tee-totallers need call on me. 
To any poor Gardener or Mechanick 
Who is not afflicted with the panic, 

Call in Barker, near 18th street, 

Where I will be ready Daily to meet. 


It is needless to say that this contribution to the cause of Tem- 
perance emanates from that distinguished poet, philanthropist 
and posy provider, 'T. Loyp, Jr. 

_ 


Awful Bad Ones. 
By an Onty DavuGurer. 


First Bad—Why is Wenpaut Pariutprs like Don Juan ? 

Because the latter was a man of one H(a)idee. 

Second Bad—Why are the guests at the Slam-bang Hotel like 
mermaids ¢ 

Because at almost any time in the day or night they have an 
opportunity to mingle their song with the gong-dolier’s strain. 

Third Bad—The first instances of photographic art were unques- 
tionably the fashion plates with which the Magazines were occa- 
sional'y embellished, even before the alleged discoveries by Da- 
GUERRE, for it cannot be denied that these were the first Toggery- 
types. 

——— 


Police, Attention! 


You can always identify a Secession spy by his Sin-astir 
look. 
— 


Things in Preparation for Scouring the Country. 


Hot water, ‘‘ Soap,” and Brushes with the enemy. 


ee 


For Jeff. 


Noose from the North. 


Davis’ Private-Ears. 
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INK ILLZ LACHRYMZ. 


To such of our readers as are not conversant with the stately 
language of ancient Rome, it may be interesting to know that the 
principal pun in this article resides in the word IJnic, which we 
have substituted for Hinc, in our head-line. The most spirited 
translation of the words hinc ille lachryme, that we know of, is to 
be found in our own vernacular saying—‘' which accounts for the 
milk in the cocoa-nut.’’ 

It was a brilliant morning in April. The diluculons sun was 
irradiating with splendor the half-nude clothes-line that flopped 
listlessly upon the flat roof of No. — Amity Street. 

CLARIBEL was watching in the basement. Her face wore an 
anxious expression, as she pressed convulsively with her curvilinear 
nose the second middle pane from the bottom of the lower division 
of the easternmost underground window of the princely mansion, 
which commanded an unobstructel view of a flower-pot, beyond 
which lay the lonely street. 

Presently the breeze came burdened with the loud blare of 
brazen bugles from the Washington Parade Ground. 

Then the quick, sharp word of command, ‘‘ Forward! March !’’ 
Then the measured tread of armed squadrons debouching with 
their right upon the druggist’s shop at the corner of Wooster 
Street and Amity. 

As the steel ringing men-at-arms defiled past the house upon the 
flat roof of which the semi-nude clothes-lines were flopping listless- 
ly at the sun, a young chasseur of noble mien sprang from the 
ranks, and, rushing in a manner regardless of the flower-pot toward 
the already-mentioned pane in the above-described window, im- 
printed a glassy kiss upon the lips that pouted immediately beneath 
the curvilinear nose to which we have already drawn the attention 
of the reader. 

Three paces to the rear anda half-turn to the left, and the 
young man was again in the ranks; and the ranks made no re- 
marks, but proceeded doggedly on their debouch, as if Leve was 
nobody. 

And then from the basement a piercing scream, and the young 
girl with the curvilinear nose fell fainting upon the mahogany and 
hair-cloth sofa, making some very artistic casts with the folds of 
her spring-muslin as she descended. 

Her last words were—‘‘O! my Rivxatpo JoroLtyMan ?”’ 

First her fond parents came to her relief: then tears. 

O! horror! black is the hour of woe! 

As the sad, and possibly saline drops rolled down the pallid 
cheeks of the young girl, they traced their headlong—perhaps we 
might be justified in saying facelong—course with inky lines ! ! 

The old gentleman and lady fainted dead away, and were imme- 
diately carried up stairs by the strong negro kitchen wench, and put 
back to bed. 

When the family physician came in—as he did, promptly to the 
convulsive summons of the small brotker of the young girl with 
the curvilinear nose, the first thing he did was to dip the fore-finger 
of his right hand in one of the inky globules that still continued 
to follow each other, like rolling stock on the loose, down the 
smooth cheeks of the afflicted young girl. 

Then he tasted his fore-finger : subsequently to which he wink- 
ed at the statue of Clay which stood upon the mantle-piece ; and 
finally closed that part of the performance by laughing the noise- 
less, inward laugh of the man who knows what he is about. 

**Ho! Jacky, fetch me your sister’s work-basket.”’ 

The delicate little hamper was produced. 

Removing from it with care a silver-winged sewing-bird, two 
lace p°nt?l°tte frills and some other sanctitied chiffons, the physi- 
cian nipped up between his fingers, but without the assistance of 
his thumb, an oblong slip of paper, which upon examination, was 
found to fit exactly into a corresponding vacuum in an evening 
journal of the day before yesterday, that lay crushed and crest- 
fallen in the fireless grate. 

That slip of paper contained the following words : 


New Srriz or Beacry.—It is said that the haute noblesse of Paris have taken 
to blackening their under eyo-lids. This not only imparts the languishing 
liquidity of oriental beauty to the eye, but actually endows it with the almond 
shape 60 highly prized by the beauty. worshippers of the radiant East. Doubt- 
less our Broadway bellzs will soon follow the example of their brilliant sisters of 
the gay boulevards ; in view of which it might be a good thing for Gouri and 
Scuave to importa supplementary stock of India ink with their next assort 
ment. 


Comment upon the above is unnecessary. 
a 
The Artist-Patriots. 


The Artists who volunteered lately have since Drawn but one 
thing——tthe Sword. 
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THE UNKINDEST CUT OF ALL. 


If there is a man in the Disunited States who merits commiser- 
ation, that man is our Honest President. We suppose that a 
weight of many tons rests continually on his mind and spirits. 
Unless ApRAHAM’s liver is uncommonly tough, we take it he is 
about the most bilious individual on the globe, at the present 
writing. People in general make it a point to snub him. We 
doubt whether he even pleases himself. Folks from the rural 
districts feel privileged to call on him and administer reproof, ad- 
vice, warning, and whatever else they think he wont like. Well, 
an easy, amiable soul can perhaps manage to stomach it, with the 
aid of steam-baths, friction, and now and then a gentle aperient. 
But when they come away as did the Rev. Fuzer and his thirty 
modest and christianized citizens of Baltimore, who had been 
kindly telling him what he ought to do—and go and Jay at his 
door not only ‘‘asort of rude familiarity,’ and asort of swaggering 
simplicity adapted to the region of the Dismal Swamp, but some 
fearfully bad jokes besides, why, we think it time to hold up our 
hand and cry ‘‘ For shame! Furier, how could you!” 


To illustrate : 

‘* As the delegation was leaving, Mr. LiNvOLN said to one or two of the young 
men, I'll tell you a story. You have all heard of the lhishman who, when a 
fellow was cutting his throat with a blunt razor, complained that he haggled 
it. Now, if 1 can’t have troops direct through Maryland, and must have them 


all the way round by water, or marched across out of the way territory, I shall 
be haggled.”’ 


Pshaw ! ‘Old Asz’’ has done better than that with one hand 
tied behind. Rev. Futter, you of course remember that on one 
occasion certain garments were so white that ‘‘ no fuller on earth 
could white them.” Now we consider ABprauam Linco.y’s skirts 
so clean that no Futter on earth can touch them. Why did you 
take your impudent and treason-smirched face into the presence of 
your superior and ruler, and presume to dictate the course he 
should pursue. And then, you reverend traducer, why did you 
allow the mean report to which we have alluded, to go out to the 
world? Baltimore is a fit place for such as you. After doing 
what you can to ruin ABRAHAM’s reputation as a joker, we suppose 
you will next insinuate that he is ‘‘no Honester than the rest of 
us’’—meaning yourself and your thirty saintly companions. But 
then Futter you will fail. 

Se Cen 
THE YARD-ARM TREE. 
I. 


O! the trees on the land that grow, that grow, 
And the fruits that they produce 
Demand to be sung with vigor, I know, 
For each of them has its use. 
To the oak and the beech much credit is due, 
To the birch we have all dropped a tear, 
And as for the pine, what teachings divine 
To its gum-clogged knots adhere ! 
But now that treason stalks the shore 
And sails upon the main, 
The tree that most is worth a toast 
From all of loyal grain, 
Is the taper Yard-Arm Tree 
‘That grows on a ship in the sea, 


il. 


Up from the Isthmus we steam, we stvam 
With treasure in our hold ; 
Bars and dust that take no rust 
And nuggets of yellow gold. 
Down on our quarter sweeps a bark 
Flaunting the Cotton Flag ; 
A rebel bark, with a letter of marque 
And they strive to get our swag, 
But they reckoned without our skipper brave, 
And grand it was to see 
The bloated Cotton blossoms wave 
Upon our yard-arm tree : 
So here's to the Yard-Arm Tree 
That grows on a ship in the sea! 
—o _ 


Saying a Great Deal. 
The recent patriotic demonstration of Barnum, (Puieas T.) on 


the side of the Union Shows, says Srivreexnicken, that, like 
Hamvrr, he has ‘‘ that within which passeth Show.’’ 
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And No Mistake. 


By the braggart proposition recently made 
*“on behalf of 10,000 South Carolina volun- 
teers” by one of their number, to the effect 
that the whole militia force of Massachusetts | 
should go down and meet them—the 10,000 
aforesaid—in battle array, we infer that the 
rebels are ‘‘on pins,” as the saying is, to 
have a fight with us. It is almost needless 
to say that when the fight does come they 
will be Knocked Off their Pins precious 
quick, 





Musical and Military. 


A musical critic asserts that there is more 
Fire in Verpi’s ‘‘ Un Ballo in Maschera than 
in all his musical operas together. Perhaps | 
the critic was thinking of a Masked Battery 
instead of a Masked Ball when he talked 
about Fire. 





On the Parade. 


‘Dress up, there, dress up!’’ shouted the 
drill sergeant to a squad of likely looking | 
recruits. 

“Couldn't dew it, sir!” returned one of | 
the boys—-‘ Euniforms ain't furnished yet !"’ 





An Old One Reformed. 


Although the cloths used for the Sixth 
tegiment Massachusetts troops may not run 
Uniform in color, yet we think the uniform 
and colors will not be apt to run, after pass- 
ing through the Blood-tubs of Baltimore. 





Con: for the Fathers. 





VIVANDIERE 
SURE AN YR MAY PIT ME DoWN.”’ 


LA 








Why is Marriage like a fat municipal | 


job? 


Ould Oirish Lady—‘' Is tt WERE THEY INLIST? 
Orderly—“ But MY GOOD WOMAN WE DON’T TAKE FEMALE SOLDIERS.” 
0. L.—‘* Ocu, GO WAY WID YEFS, SURE IT’S FOR A FILL DE RIGIMINT THAT I’LT INLIST AND 


Jecause The Ring’ fixes it! 
secause The Ring’ fixes <. 


THE SITUATION. 


As Vanity Farr sees it. And a very peculiar situation it is. 

There's the Tribune to begin with. Horacr GreeLtry nominated 
LixcoLn and expected to have his hands and hat full of loaves and 
fishes. Didn’t get everything, however, and so turned on SeEwARD 
who had the inside track, and, in popular parlance, gave him fits. 
Generai verdict, Served him Right. All of which did not excuse 
the desperate effort to break up “the party,’’ by the T'ribune, and 
its ferocious insubordination. 

The Times, yes, the Times, expected everything too, and got just 
nothing at all—which was rather hard on the Times, Uncle 
Apra’u—for Raymond deserved something, you know, and you 
didn’t give him so much as a mouldy biscuit or the tail of a red 
herring out of the loaves and fishes. Gay fare that for the rave- 
nous throat of a New-York politician. Wherefore the Times does 
not ‘‘ see’? Mr. Lincorn—nay—it roars for Supercession, flouts the 
President for not being more than NApoLgon in the greatest emer- 
gency in history, wants everything done in five minutes, and is 
making trouble and mutiny on a most extensive scale. Doing 
some good, however, all the while, by savagely suggesting many 
essential points of reform, and scoring Red Tape keenly. 

There’s Wess again, of the Courier and Enquirer. General Wesp 
was one of the Great Disappointed—felt like a hungry bear with 
a sore head—and yet was afraid to pitch into the Administration 
—after turning up his nose at Turkey. It must come out, though 
—and so the General pitched into Anprrson—and ate dirt after- 
wards, 

Finally, there’s the World. 

The World—according to Raymond, expects something, and is 
bidding for Srwarp’s patronage, and is well known to have 
one or two strong cabinet ties to the President. Therefore 
the World thinks the others very naughty and wicked to act as 
they do. Very unpatriotic, and aggravating and treasonable. 
Very irreligious, very unworthy, in fact, of receiving Govern- 
ment pap—or individual advertising. 

When the Romans, in the last great day of destruction, waged 


WHISKEY TO THE BYS.”” 








| war on Jerusalem, different chiefs of factions quarrelled and 


| 
| 


fought to the death within, while the foe were catapulting and 
batter-ramming the walls without 

Such is life. These be thy gods, O, Jerusalem ! 

Which confirms the frequently expressed opinion of Vanrrr 
Farr, that our politicians are a nice lot. Very nice, and highly 
qualified to take charge of the destinies of a great nation. 

> 


BEAUREGARD 


In philologic vein, 

The thought came to my brain, 
That Beau Regard, in France, 
Means a ‘‘ good countenance.”’ 


And then I tried, but missed, 
To give the thing a twist : 
Some joke to interlard 

On General BEAUREGARD 


At last, this quip 1 wrought 
Out of the merry thought 
How Bsavurrcarv was chosen 
To lead the Union's foes on 


That Carolina’s shame 
For her disloyal game, 
Might—in slang phrase 
With a good face upon it 


have ‘‘ Gone it 
i — 
An Exceptional Case 

A laugh is generally contagious. The gay smile of jocundity 
exacts from the beholder a reciprocal dulcification of features : 
but the expression of a thirty-two pound cannon, as it grins ata 
person through a port-hole, is productive of sensations the reverse 
of hilarious 
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A OAD. 


ILLUSTHERATIVE OF THE RAYCINT SAIGE. 





BY AN OYE-WITNESS. 


rye E sacred 9, 

Al. Ye nymphs 

divine, 
~ Benignantly 
bestow re- 

. _ yard, 
- That I may 

sing 
Wid chune. 
ful sthring 
The brilliant 
ax of Beau- 
regyard. 

Wid North- 
ern moight 
In famous 

foight 
I saw our gal- 
fant fel- 
lows cope ; 
Meself was 

there, 
An from the 

rayre 
Oi oyed thim 
thru a telee- 







scope. 

—=——— The Prisidint, 

fe oS Fa SP Davis— 
see: wint 


Where Charleston's wathers wandhers on, 
The fort he sawr, 
And raved and swore 
And vowed the fall of Andherson. 
Wid bristlin baird 
That same prepared 
To rush the Northern brood among, 
And sweep them hay- 
Thins all away 
In one schupindous coup de main. 


Bowld Beauregard 
Was swearin hard, 

And mustherin every bomb he had, 
His sword he dhru, 
His pistol too, 

An mounted his Columbiad. 
His valiant face 
Gave ample trace 

Of all the fairful harm he meant 
When he should close 
Upon his foes 

Wid all his goiant armament. 


The Gineral screwed 
Our fortichude 

Wid whisky an wid flatthery, 
He scanned our ranks, 
He oyed our flanks, 

And scrutinoized our batthery. 
In spaichless awer 
The City sawr 

Unindin future glory hers, 
For fifty min 
Wud shure give in 

Till twinty thousand warriors.. 


Then rose in moight 
This wondherous foight 
Around the walls of Sumter there, 
The trumpets clanged, 
The cannons banged, 
The cannon balls they bumped her there, 
The volleys poured, 
The mortars roared, 
The sheets of flame surrounded it, 





And monsther guns 
‘That weighed tin tuns, 
From all directions pounded it. 


Wid throbbin brist 
And doubled fist 

I sot wid wild emotions there ; 
I saw the foe 
Repel the blow, 

An scatther back explosions there ; 
The foiry rain 
Came down amain, 

The batthery fallin nasty on 
Till all our groups 
Of valiant troops 

Crep in behoind the bastion. 


Amid the roons 
Our bowled platchoons 
Reserved thimselves judiciously, 
At intervals 
They oyed the walis 
Of Sumter surreptitiously. 
So friends and foes 
Exchanged their blows 
And sthroive till shake and shatter all; 
And this desoign, 
I do opine, 
Ts nothing more than natural. 


This murdherin war 
At length was o’er, 
Wid all its martial rivilry ; 
The fifty min 
At last gave in 
Till Carolina’s chivalry. 
Wid kindlin oye 
I did descroy 
The joyous sthrain that sounded/there. 
An wid relaife ‘ 
I heard our chafe 
Remark that none were wounded there. 


I heard the croy 
Of Victoroy, 
I saw the foe absquatulate ; 
The Southern force 
I praise of course, 
An cordially congratulate. 
For Caroline 
A wraith I'll twoine, 
Of names that stirs and quickens us, 
In all that same, 
There’s not a name 
Of nobler sound thin Pickens’s. 
Gotan O’GAHAGHAN, 
Bomburdier to the Confedherate Artillery. 


— 


A BAS SANDFORD. 


That fussy old fogy, Gen. SanprorD, is at it again. For nothing 
else in the world but for the sake of showing his ‘little brief 
authority” he attempted to stop, last week, some two or 
three hundred brave fellows from marching off to fight the South- 
ern rebels. Just as the regiment of our gallant fire-laddies was on 
the point of departure, down came an order from fogy SANDFORD to 
stop. Fogy objected to the departure of the regiment, it seems, 
because there were more than 770 men init. ‘lo the patriotic 
mind, this overplus would indicate rather a commendable spirit in 
our firemen than otherwise. But Fogy, who prefers quibbling to 
patriotism any day, didn’t think so. Hence his veto. Col. Ets- 
WoRTH was, Of course, crippled by this order from his superior 
officer. A Committee of Gentlemen, with the intention of getting 
him out of his hobble, waited upon Gen. Sanprorp, and expostu- 
lated with that military fossil. But it was of no avail. Fossil 
wouldn’t budge. The Committee, then, in despair, went to Gen. 
Woot, who, upon the case being represented to him, did as any 
other sensible General would have done, and the Firemen Zouaves, 
after a delay of several hours, were at length permitted to depart 
for Annapolis. 

Won’t somebody squelch Sanprorp, please, and so confer a boon 
upon the community ? 
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A SUSPICIOUS CRAFT 
SHort (autioritatively) —‘‘ LooK-a-HERE, OLE FELLER, YER BETTER 
SHOW YER CULLERS ONTO THAT CRAFT, EF YER DON’T WANT TER GIT 
KICKED IN THE NECK.” 





BOW-Wwow! 


lt has long been a favorite theory with Primary Readers, Joun B. 
GouaGu, the Sons of Temperance, et alii, that min is the only ani- 
mal so utterly debased as to drink whiskey. 

Read this from the Brooklyn Eugle, and see how sadly the good 
people have been mistaken : 

Lost —A Scotch Terrier, on Sunday afternoon answers to the name of 
**Punch,”’ ears and tail cut, yellow head and feet, with dark grey body. Who- 
ever will returp him to the east corner of Remsen and Henry strects, will re- 
ceive a suitable reward, 


There! Voila! Behold! Tell it not in Gath, publish it not in 
Askelen, (you may in Vavity) in this enlightened ninteenth cen- 
tury, in the City of Churches, and the home of the Young Men’s 
Christian Association, a Scotch ‘Terrier, not an ordinary, irreligious, 
stump-tailed cur, mind you, but a regular orthodox, Presbyterian, 
Scotch Terrier, a Terrier from the land o’ cakes, one that no doubt 
can howl the dogs-ology as well as any other Scotchman, answers 
on Sunday, aye, on 8S inday, perhaps even while Bartierr’s church- 
bells are ringing, to the vile name of Puncu ! 

Think of it, Babes of the Covenant, and Cold Water men! 
Think of it, Men of the League! And you, oh, J. B. G-co—ueu! 
How must the children of the devil triumph! No longer may 
you shame ungodly suckers witk scurvy comparisons between 
themselves and the canine race. No longer may you declare that 
dogs won't drink—here is one who won't come to his master of a 
Lord's day, in the afternoon, unless he is called Punch! ! 

Here, Punch! Punch! Punch! 

What liquid title must charm his ears on week-days we know 
not. On Monday he is perhaps addressed by the seductive words, 
Gin Cocktail ; on ‘Tuesday, as Tom and Jerry ; on Wednesday, as 
Brandy Sling, aud soon. Or, the names of the various ingredi- 
ents which go to make up the delicious compound yclept Punch 
may perhaps be applied to the Scotch on the unholy days of the 
week, it being reserved for the Sabbath to mingle them all into one 
triumphant beverage. Then, perchance, is the Terrier on Monday 
fondly addressed with the magic dissyllable, Whiskey, on Tuesday 
with the dulcet polysyllable, Sugar, on Wednesday, with the cool- 
ing, aromatic trochee, Lemon, and in like manner through the 
week. 

Be that as it may, the dog's whiskey proclivities on the Sabbath 
afternoon are decided. 

Bow-wow! Punch! here Punch ! 








VANITY FAIR. 


| vertiser informs us, ** 











ABLE AND ELOQUENT. 

We have been a constant, and we may say an admiring peruser 
of Southern papers for many years, aud have observed that the 
speeches of Southrons are invariably reported as ‘ able and elo- 
quent.’’ Ability and eloquence are not, as the iguorant reader 
might suppose, confined to the populous towns. By no means. 
fhey abound in all the straggling hamlets, and whenever a barn 
or the devil is raised, somebody makes ‘*an able and eloquent 
speech.” The chivalry take tu eloquence as naturally as they do 
to ruin, or stealing Government prop rty. 

The captain of a steam-tug was banged the other day at Mobile 
for mildly stating that he had dssisted in carrying provisions to 
the U. 8. troops at Pensacola. ‘‘ ‘The enraged citizenus,’’ the Ad- 
strung him up, after which Colonel McSaane 
made an able aud eloquent speech, aud was followed by other gen- 
tlemen.”.. Hoping and believing that other gentlemen will 
shortly follow the murdered steam-tug captain, only they will have 
the advantage of being hanged by decent men, we pass to the 
next able and eloquent demonstration, which occurred at City 
Point, Virginia, one diy last week. A party of incipient pirates 
from Richmond, learning that a one-horse shingle sloop, from 
Maine, was lying at t:e City Point wharf, proceeded thither and 
captured her. ‘They me‘ with uo resistance of course, as the crew 
cunsisted of only half-a-dozen men and buys, wile the pirates 
numbered full tifty persons, all armed to the teeth. Cok Brock- 
Err directed this perilous expedition, and of course BrocKerr made 
aspeech. We quote from the Richmond Dispatch : 

**Col, BRockeTr drew up his command in line, and marched abrard the versel, 
and on making known his intentions to the captain, expressed himself in an clo 
quent and feeling speech, which drew tears lo the eyes of nearly all the brave hearts 
around him.”’ 

Immense Brockerr! Sweet tears! Brave Virginia! 

Now with due respect to other volunteer regiments, who insist 
on going through Baltimore, Vanrry Farr’s route is most decid- 
edly through Richmond ; and if any attempt is made to impede 
our onward march, believe us, there'll very soon be no Richmond 
in the field. 

Virginia, you bad mother of good Presidents, we bid you a_wel- 
come adieu! Don’t try to embrace us. Our character is above 
reproach. Touch us not. 

SCOT FREE. 

There is a terrible howling from the Inferno of Jerr Davis and 
Company, over the defection of Wixrrecp Scorr. The Pelicans 
have made themselves peculiarly mad, after their own absurd 
style, at having allowed themselves to be suld by the report that 
our brave old General had resigned his post in the army, to fall 
into the arms of traitors. The Picayune of New Orleans—a very 
picayune sort of paper—praised Scorr when he was suffered to be 
Scorr bound; but blackguarded him the next day, When the re- 
port of his Southern affiliation was contradicted and it was fully 
proved that he was still Scort Free. 

But if our glorious old Commander is still Scorr free, don’t let 
it be understvod that the traitors are to go likewise. Not any! 
String them up, and let Winrietp Win the Field with the help of 
strong Northern arms and their great Northern heart that throbs 
with the steady pulse of patriouc fervor. 

string them up—pay 'em Scorr and Lot—in more Scotorum! 
Scotch the vipers—give them lots of rope—make ’em hop Scotch 
—and Miss Harry Prescorr shall write their epitaphs. 

In secula sceeculorum. Amen ! 

a me 
Crusty Criticism. 


That was a severe thing got off by the Art-gossip man of the 
Herald, the other day. ‘Talking ofethat charming piece of larder 
life, lately exhibited by our friend LemonieLio, he said that he 
thought the Pie in it had rather a Pasty look. 


<——-——— - 


No Coufidence in Our Leaders. 

So says our pious neighbor of the World. Quite so. The pub- 
lic never did have any confidence in your Leaders, dear old World. 
Never has, you know, iu Good Pevuple. 

iia ta an 
The Cockney Brick-Carrier’s Cry. 


‘-Wot’s the 'Ods, so long as you’re r 
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MUSICIAN TO FRIEND. 
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More Truth than Joke about This. 
J. Davis is perhaps mad enough to think 
{| about capturing the North Pole, but he must 
annihilate the Poles of the North before he 
can doit. Room for the Polish Legion of 
New-York ! 





Bitter Irony. 


Tron in the blood is said to be conducive 
to health. If this is true, won’t the Balti- 
more rowdies convalesce, extensively, when- 
ever the Massachusetts boys come across 
| them ? 


The ** Tortures” of War. 


X. thinks the military men are sharp, 
commercially speaking He hears of nothing 
now but High Commissioners, Close Opera- 
tions and men and supplies Thrown In. 





= tte 
Used to it. 

Our Firemen Zco-zoos will be invaluable 

| men in a severe action they are so well 

accustomed to working under a Hot Fire ! 





————— 


| Admonition to the South by Our French 
Contributor. 


Vous avez Beau regarder au nord—nous 
Somines Davis unis pour vous pendre. 





A 





A Scrape into which our Brave Women 
seem quite anxious to Kush. 


Scraping Lint for the ‘ bold soldier boys’’ 
who have gone to the War. 





ee 
By Our Judicial Joker. 
To what decision must the South soon 
come ? 
To Dread Scorr. 


‘*CHARLEY THEY SAY ALL THE ORGAN GRINDERS ARE FORMING A REGIMUNT TO GO TO 


WaAsHINGTON—ALL THEIR PLACES VACANT ! 





THE DOWNFALL OF GENTILITY.- 


One of the saddest features of the ‘ fratricidal conflict’’ into 
which we have been ‘ drifted,” is the terrible depreciation of the 
character of a Gentleman. 

Time was, when the phrase “ upon the honor of a gentleman’’ 
invariably produced instant conviction . . . ora fight. Now, nous 
avons changé tout cela. 

“A gentleman,” says the Herald, ‘‘ who has just left Richmond, 
informs us that there are fifteen thousand troops there, awaiting 
Gen BeaurecaArn’s arrival, to march upon Washington.”’ 

‘* We have it upon the authority of a private letter trom a gen- 
tleman in Charleston,’’ says the Tribune, “that Gen. Beaure- 
Garp is collecting his forces there, preparatory to investing Fort 
Pickens.”’ 

“A gentleman from Pensacola,”’ says the Times, ‘‘ tells us that 
he knows Gen. BeavreGarp to be in the neighborhood of Wash- 
ington, reconnoitering. 

** Last night,” says the Hvening Post, ‘‘a Gentleman from Vir- 
ginia informed one of our reporters that he lef: Richmond day 
before yesterday. Everything was quiet, and no troops were 
assembled in the city.”’ 

‘* We have it,’’ says the Express, ‘‘on the authority of a Gen- 
tleman recently from the South, that Gen. BeaurucarD is super- 
intending the repairs at Fort Sumter, and has no idea of leaving 
Charleston.” 

‘* General BeavrecarD,’’ says the Daily News, “is in Montgom- 
ery, conferring with Davis. Our informant is a Gentleman who 
met him there in the streets, and talked with him.” 

Now then, who shall decide when Gentlemen disagree? We 
cannot believe that ubiquity is one of Gen. BraurrGarn’s attri- 
butes. Then the natural inference is that Gentlemen will tell lies, 


and we hold ourself ready to give all these communicative indi- 
viduals the satisfaction due to a Gentleman. 


! 
} 
; 
j 


Isn’? THAT A FINE CHANCE FOR Us ?’ 





a = 
Dyer Necessity. 


’ 


Red Hair and Gray. 








Latest and Most Authentic, 
JEFF DAVIS DEFINES HIS OWN POSITION. 


[By Special Despatch via Richmond.} 


In our desire to szitle the conflicting rumors as to the movements 
of Jerrerson Davis, we sent a Special Messenger to Richmond— 
thoroughly Disguise l (> as to escape notice. The following dis- 
or is just received from him, and may be implicitly re- 
lied on : 

“ Richmond, May 6. 

Dear V. F.—I have just seen a private telegram from Jerr Da- 
vis himself to a prominent military citizen of this place.. It is as 
follows : 

Sournern Conreperacy, May, 1861. 

Duar Sir :—I am nowhere in particular at present, and may be 
obliged to remain there for some time. Expect me, however, in 

tichmond, as soon as I arrive. Yours Respectfully, 
JeFFERSON Davis.’ ” 
{It is scarcely necessary to add that thisis conclusive. Eds. V. F.] 
eS ae 
“Poor Richard” Redivivus. 

A Southern journal says that all the planters are educated to 
fight, and that ‘‘they love the whistle of bullets.’? Isn’t the 
South paying rather dear for the Whistle ? 


_ 








The Best Campaign Paper- 


Cartridge-paper. 





A good Plug to stick into the mouth of a Cannon. 
The Plug-ugly. 
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PROPOSED MEETING OF EX-PRESIDENTS. 
X 
VAN BUREN .—“I ruinx I suovcb PRESIDE AT THIS MEETING, FOR I LAID THR FOUNDATION OF THIS TREASO? 


ON THE BUFFALO PLATFORM.” 


BY SPLITTING THE DEMOCRATIC PARTY 
PIERCE.—‘'I ruink I DrsERVE KSPECIAL CONSIDERATION, For I put Jerr Davis ty My Canrver As SECRETARY OF WAR, AFTER HR HAD BEEN RE- 
JECTED BY THE PFOPLE OF MISSISSIPPI FOR HIS DISUNION SENTIMENTS.” 
BUCHANAN.—“Gop knows I SHOULD HAVE PRECEDENCE, FOR WITH FLOYD AND TUF PEST OF MY Cabinet I pRovGaHT 
JOHN TYLER.—'‘‘I preserve THe FIRST PLACK, FoR I AM IDENTIFIED WITIL TH! 


AROUT THE PRESENT REBELLION.” 
RKING FOR 
7 ig 

JNION. 


TRAITORS AS OPENLY WO { THE DISRUPTION OF THE 


FILLMORE.---‘‘ As postTIVE COUNCILS ARE NOW ONLY AVAILABLE, AND AS I AM NOT IN THAT LINE, I'LL LEAVE 




















MAY 11, 1861.] 





THE ERL KING. 
LITERALLY TRANSLATED FROM THE GERMAN. 


Who’s that trots so fast in the night and the wind ? 

It’s the father ; he’s got his young one on behind. 

He hugs him up tight, grabs hold of his arm, 
And just before he started, he tied a bran new woollen com- 
forter around his neck, which together with two overcoats he 
had on, ought to keep him pretty respectablywarm. 


‘¢ What are you scared of, my son, why put down your face !’’ 

‘*’Cause the Erl-King’s a coming at a jolloping pace ; 

He's brought along with him his crown and his train.”’ 
“Stop your noise, you darned little scarecrow, ‘taint nothin’ 
but some streaky mist, and, come to think of it, it looks as 
though we might have, some time or other, if not sooner, a 
smart shower of rain. 


‘“Come along, little boy, come along with me, 

For billiards and bluff, and such, I'll play with thee ; 

Roses, poppies, &c. grow up in the sand, 
And mother’s got lots of gold dresses and silver dresses, and 
she’ll give you some if you’ll ask her; and you can wear your 
Sunday clothes every day as well as any in the land.” 


‘*O! father, O! father, and do you not hear 
Nothin’ at all that he says in my ear ?” 
* Hold your tongue, you drotted young fool, and keep holding it, 
too, 
It’s nothin’ buta N. E. by S. W. wind that’s rustling the 
leaves and dead branch s—and there ain’t no such a thing as 
a Erl-King; if there was, he wouldn’t speak to you.”’ 


‘‘ Come, charming boy, come along with me, 

I have stunning pretty daughters for to wait upon thee ; 

My lovely girls will dance and s ng 
All night long, and they’!l dance you to sleep, or sing you to 
sleep, or rock you to sleep, or mesmezize you, or give you laud- 
anum, or show you the elephant, just as you like, and they’re 
very accomplished in everything.” 


‘*Look right over there, pop, don’t you see 

The Erl-King’s daughters behind a tree ?”’ 

‘* No, no, you boy? but I know which you mean, 
You're only tooking at the willow leaves and the poplar 
leaves that always look, before a storm, gray on one side and 
white on the other, and when it ain’t going to storm, look 
white on one side and gray on the other, besides the ‘‘ mur- 
muring hems and the pinelocks,’’ and the waving danaelions, 
and numerous other shrubs and currant bushes that grow 
around in spots all through the forest green.”” 


‘¢ Your form is of fine cast, your face is, of Course, 

If you don’t want to come, ll take you by force.” 

‘*O! father, O! father, he’s beeu a pulling my hair, 
Or he’s stunded me, or blinded me, er stuck a pin into me, or 
something, and perhaps both, and he’s hurt me like thunder, 
and I'll bring him before the Police Court and have him fined 
five dollars, | swear.’’ 


The father heaves sighs and sets his horse flying, 

With the boy in his arms, a bawling and crying ; 

He reached the Court-house in less than no time, 
But he didn't ride fast enough, for when he got there, he 
found the boy was dead—and after giving orders for a second- 
hand coffin, and putting some weeds on his hat, he sat down 
on the door-step and wept ; and like Rachel, the French tragic 
woman, mourning for her children—refused to be comforted 
because he was not—anywhere about the house to do up the 
chores and things ; and indeed it was sad that he should die 
at the age of 12, only twenty or thirty years before his prime. 





Right—Although Not to a T. 
On the door-post of a shoemaker’s shop in the Bowery, the fol- 
lowing announcement is to be seen : 
‘* Volunteers Fited Out at Short Notice.’ 
Pronounced as it is spelt, this line reads thus : 
Volunteers Fight it Out at Short Notice. 
Take it which way you will, then, the announcement is credit- 
able to the parties concerned—to the shoemaker, if it has reference 
to a Fit, and to the volunteers if it has reterence to a Fight. 


VANITY FAIR. 


LETTER FROM CAPTAIN JOHN SMITH. 


SMITII'S ISLAND, DELAWARE RIVER, OPPOSITE NEW JERSEY, | 
Apri 26th, 1861. | 


To His Excellency, Abraham Lincoln: 


My Dear Sir.—You are aware that 1 have, for months, been 
using my best effurts to preserve the peace of the country. In 
spite, however, of my efforts, aud your effurts, and the efforts of 
the whole people of Smith’s Island, War is upon us. My appre- 
hensions, often expressed to you, are realized. Civil war with all 
its prurient proclivities, is now raging in Baltimore. 

I will, therefore, take the liberty to suggest, that General Scorr 
be directed to establisu his headquarters upon Smith’s Island. 
You remember that it is only a part of the Delaware that separates 
Smith’s Island from the Slave States. 

If you should see fit to call upon me fur any aid that I can ren- 
der, it is freely tendered. Iam ready to do all 1 can to maintain 
our own rights and to preserve peace. 

I will hoist the Star-spangled Banner at Hammer-Hall, the for- 
mer residence of John Smith Sr., a linear descendant of the an- 
cient and honorable Smith family. That flag which, when a boy, 
I nailed to the mast of an oyster-sloop—that flag whose honor 
cost me many a personal combat in Moyamensing, and at the Five 
Points—that flag which I hoisted for the Shiffler Hose and carried 
through the District of Southwark—that identical flag which 1 bore 
across in a Camden ferry-boat and hoisted in triumph at the Rail- 
road station—that flag which the immortal Washington, in the name 
of our Country, OUR WHOLE CouNTRY, planied on the ramparts of 
Liberty f 

Permit me to add, that lam glad you did not say anything 
about Coercion in your proclamation. 

Faithfully yours, Joun SMITH. 

(We are sorry to be obliged after a careful comparison, to assert 
that the above letter, however excellent its sentiments, is a fla- 
grant and almost literal plagiarism from a letter published some 
time since, by a distinguished Commodore, in a neighboriug 
State. Ed.) 

—_ 
A Sorry Compliment. 

The Herald states that our Capitol at Washington, notwithstand- 
ing the presence of the Seventh Regiment within its sacied pre- 
cincts, presents ‘‘ as orderly an appearance as during a session of 
Congress.”’ 

We have yet to learn that the members of the Seventh Regi- 
ment are in the habit of indulging ia course language toward each 
other, of drawing knives and pistols upon each o her, of coming 
stealthily behind each other, and Brooksing each other with the 
butt-ends of loaded whips. 

_And yet, all such things, and worse, have taken place, from 
time to time, *‘ during »# session of Congress.”’ 

We Chink that the Herald owes an upology to the Seventh Regi- 
ment. 


~<— 


Hurrah for Blunt! 


In the Board of Supervisors last week, Orison Bunt, of the 
Fifteenth Ward, offered a resvlution (afterwards unanimously car- 
ried) to the effect that all clerks aud others holdiug office under 
the city Goverument, who volunteer to aid in the suppression: of 
rebellion, should have their salaries continued during their ab- 
sence. ‘lhis isan occasion, V. #. thinks, when the significance 
of the word ‘* blunt’? should be closely defined. When, therefore, 
we say ** Down with the Blunt!’’ we wish it to be understuod that 
we are addressing ourselves to the City ‘Treasurer. But when, like 
good Christiaus, we Pay our Orison and cry ‘* Let Blunt be ex- 
alted!”” we mean the judicious Supervisor, and uobody else. 

—_ 
The Flag Mania 
Wuat ir Witt Come to! 


(Scene— Broadway.) 


Entuusiastic Patriot (to another man)—Have you such a 
thing as the Star Spangled Banner on your person. 

Tur OrneR Man—Nog, I| have not. 

Entuusiastic Parriot—Ha! then thou diest!!! (Stabs him. 
and walks quietly away. Policemen appear and remove the corpse. 


— 





‘**The Worm i 
The Red Tape Worm. 


the Bud’’ Just Now. 
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O the Edi- 
tor of Vani- 
ty Fair :— 
1 am an 
old school 
advertiser, 
I scorn the 
modern 
cla p-trap 
method of 
calling the 
public at- 
tention. J 
have no 
wonder ful 
secret to 
com muni- 
cate in re- 
turn fora 
postage 
stamp. 
For Me 
the sands 
of life are 
by no 
means 
nearly run 
out, and if 
they were I would not boast of it. £ never condescend to startle the public by pro- 
claiming FORT SUMTER would NOT have FALLEN! if Government had used James 
Pyte’s Dietetic Salweratus. Nosir! I leave these methods to those who need them, 
and to those who read them—/ do neither. 

And now, sir, as I wish to call the attention of the public through the columns of 
your paper—and do not wish to deceive any one, I wish you would give all fair warning 
that THIS IS AN ADVERTISEMENT. 





uff. 

And all who do not wish to read it, shall not be compelled or wheedled into it. 

Tae Susscerper takes pleasure in informing the public that he has opened an Establish- 
ment where Foreign Tours can be enjoyed in a short time, and for a merely nominal 
price. Those who are unable, by reason of want of time, to go abroad, can here, for a 
paltry sum, visit any spot in the known world, and be back in time for the next morn- 
ing’s business. 

Tariff of Prices. 


Two weeks in Paris $5.00 
Ten days in and about Naples 3 00 
A month in Japan 3.50 
A moonlight evening in the Coliseum 75 
A tiger fight in India 2.75 
A Pedestrian tour in England 1.25 
Arctic Expedition, with dogs, sledges, d&c. 2.50 
A trip in the Southern States 50 
(tar and feathers extra.) 
Voyage around Cape Horn 1.50 


Others are being prepared, and will soon be ready. 
Rooms for Ladies’ use are also in preparation. 

The process not yet being patented, the subscriber is willing to disclose his method, 
only to the following extent—that it is founded upon a judicious union of Indigestion, 
Somnambulism, and Stereoscopes. 

Call early! Call often! Professor Pertwinkus, N. EF. 249th St. N. Y. 





Now, sirs, as I should be happy at any time to see and entertain, free of charge, the 
Editors of Vanity Farr, allow me a little detail. Imagine yourself at my building. 
You ring. A servant appears. You are invited in with that politeness which marks 
the cosmopolitan character of my establishment. You are ushered into a handsome 
parlor. My agent greets you with a pleasant smile, and asks—‘' Where will you travel 
this evening, sir?’’ You ask what we can furnish. The reply may be—‘‘A trip to the 
East Indies, sir—a pleasant run across the Atlantic in the Great Eastern —an Arctic Ex- 
pedition—a week in France—and a descent into Vesuvius.’’ It may be, you choose | (it 
is generally the choice of the more refined)—a week in Paris. You are immediately 
furnished with a stereoscope and numerous first class stereograms of Parisian architectu- 
ral and scenic beauties. With these you employ yourself delightfully, receiving mean- 
while, explanations of the highest order from a pure Parisian attaché of the establish- 
ment. When you are sated with these views, a waiter brings you up 2 highly seasoned 
salad, and one or two cold hard-boiled eggs. You partake heartily, and from time to 
time glance through the stereoscope, while the explanations which before were given in 
the English language, are now clothed in the French—not so much to edify you as to 
leave a French impression on the mind. When your repast is finished, you are led up 
stairs to a large sleeping room, where, upon couches ranged regularly along the wall, lie 
many happy travellers. One, perhaps, is plunging into the wilds of South America, 
Another is climbing the rugged heights of the Alps. A third is digging eagerly in the 
yellow soil of California. And another still, examining the beauties of classic Greece. 
Skillful servants wander amongst them, here, hissing like an anaconda in the ear of the 
Amazon explorer, there, rocking the couch of a voyager and sprinkling his face with 





brine, and there reading an ode of ANACREON 
to our slumbering classic friend. You lie 
down upon the couch marked ‘‘ France’’—so 
marked that the servant may not mistake 
your destination and give you wrong atten- 
tions. A glass of Burgundy or absinthe, 
containing a strong preparation of Hashish, 
and you are on the way to la belle France. 
Soon the palaces, and bridges, and streets, 
and triumphal arches of Paris rise before you. 
Fascinated, you wander on the Boulevards. 
You touch your hat to the Empress as she 
rolls by, you visit the Royal Saloons, you 
roam through the streets, and see the mag- 
nificent fountains and statues. Frenchmen 
are on all sides; they swarm about you. 
Elegant equipages thunder by. Magnificent 
ladies glide past. All is France, France, 
France. Willingly would you stay a year in 
such an enchanting place, but soon, alas, 
your time expires—the inexorable attendant 
awakens you. Your delightful journey has 
ended. 

However tempted I may be to argue that 
the production of such an effect from so 
limited and insignificant materials evidences 
true genius—modesty forbids me to yield, still 
you would be astonished at the simplicity of 
the method by which the illusion is kept 
up. We burn a match or two under the 
nose of a Vesuvian explorer; thrust a few 
pins into our friend on the Mosquito Coast, 
put a bottle of ice-water at the feet of the 
Aretic explorer, rubbing his nose with lamp 
oil also—and soaking a New York Observer 
in whiskey, lay it over the head of the tour- 
ist in the Southern States. We have put 
down the price of this last trip to a very low 
figure, because so few undertake it now-a- 
days, and hence, as you will see in our list 
of prices, we are obliged to charge extra 
for tar and feathers when they are ordered, 
as they should be to do justice to the sub- 
ject. 

But I will not trespass upon your columns, 
Our business, though but a new one, is well 
established, and we hope soon to do away 
altogether with the foolish loss of time and 
treasure which so many undergo for the 
pleasure of a Foreian Tour. 


ae ee 
Highly Important from Harrisburg. 


Among a variety of equally startling tele- 
grams in the daily papers of last week we 
found the following from Harrisburg : 

Mr. Raton editor of the Pittsburg Journal, reports 
that Caartes A. Perkins, and an ex-sheriff of Oswego 
county, New-York, came in a stage from Washington 
to Frederick. 


We are at a loss whom to most admire, 
Mr. Eaton, Mr. Perxtns, the ex-sheriff, or 
the stage. Much credit is also due the 
Pittsburg Journal for having an editor named 
Eaton. Allare evidently equal to the crisis, 
including the stage. 
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Con: on Matelot. 


Why are insecure Fortifications like Hand- 
spikes and Plug 'Tobaeco? 

Because they’re apt to be carried by A 
Salt! 

Saas ee 
The most Fearful Plots yet. 
The Grass Plots in City Hall Park. 
ep ~ 
Motto for Hibernian Non-combatants. 


No Thrust ! 





A ‘Piping Swain.” 
A Boatswain. 
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A Palette-able Joke. 

‘*Cuurcnh kept himself very much to him- 
self, all the time he was painting those 
great Ice-bergs,’’ remarked CuromiELLo to 
MADD ERVILLE, as they were hard at work, 
coloring their meerschaums, a few days ago. 

‘‘Yes,’’ said MApDERVILLE, with his usual 
quickness of wit; ‘* but he must have been 
more Ice-elated still, when he had finished 
them, though.’’ 

—— 
Opinion of a Volunteer. 

As every other man in the South isa 
‘** Colonel’’ or a ‘‘ Major,’’ all will probably 
want to Lead. Let the bold Southrons wait, 
however, till they meet the Yankee boys, 
when they will probably get Lead enough, 
in all conscience ! 


— 
That Loan Again. 

The latest advices concerning the Southern 
Confederacy Loan, state that a portion has 
been taken by the Charleston banks, another 
by the New Orleans banks, and the balance 
will be taken by the Faro banks. 

I - 
A High Old Corps. 

A company of infantry, it is said, is now 
organizing in Ilinois, composed of men not 
under six feet two in height. Its members 
may be called Men of Large Miens. 

An Elastic Spirit. 

“Here I am in my Spring clothes!’’ as 
the Zoo-zoo said when he vaulted over the 
sailings into Washington Park. 








We are loth to advocate cruel, or unsanction- 
ed modes of warfare. The arms of civilized nations should never 
be sullied by unnecessary havoc. But in the sacred cause of Na- 
tional Honcr we are prepared to employ against traitors means as 
effective as they are terrible ! 

Let the Southron beware ! ! 

If our Patriotism be outraged—our forbearance abused. If 
other and milder means should fail. Then shall the slumbering 
Lion be roused within us, and we will scatter, exterminate, de- 
vastate, destroy, and dement the entire South! We will blotit 
(the South) from off the List of Nations! It (the South) shall be 
ranked among the ‘Things that Were! It (the South) shall be 
overwhelmed with a ruin more dire than the Fate of Tyre and of 
Sidon ! 

We will :— 

Incite servile ingurrections? Worse! 

Undermine the entire South with ten million tous of gunpowder 
and blow up the whole population? Worse!! Send a body of 
Newly Graduated Clergymen to preach their first and longest ser- 
mons? Worse!!! 

We will—the blood curdles at the horror of the thought, and 
Human Nature shrinks appalled before the magnitude of the 
scheme of destruction—we will organ-ize a Regiment—a Brigade— 
an army—of Organ-Grinders with their Instruments of Torture, 
and, starting from Mason and Dixon’s Line, we will sweep the 
routed Confederate forces to the extremes of Patagonia! 

Such our Plan. No defences could withstand it. As Leader of 
such an expedition, our own life would be the first sacrifice, but 
we are ready to die for our Country ! 


We are humane. 


a ae 
Owns Up at Last. 
Ina Herald editorial, the other day, was this significant sen- 
tence: 
**We change here in a single day.’ 
Open confession is good for the soul, they say. 
a es 


“Southern Rights.” 


Funeral Rites, 


First Thief—I say Hikey—rTHe PURFESSION’s RUINED. 
ROBS THE PEOPLE AND HUS TOO—HOUT AN HOUT ! 


COMPLAINT. 
Turm DOLLAR JEWELRY SHoPs 


A DOLLAROUS 


Unpatriotic—Very! 

The Leader, in its issue for last week, made the following remark 
at the head of one of its editorials : 

‘*The broad foot of the white man is moving rapidly toward the South.”’ 

We would respectfully intimate to Mr. CLancy that this sort of 
thing won’t do. It isn’t a proper time when all our brave fellows 
are rushing off to fight for their country to allude to the size of 
their feet. 

—— 
A Hoister on the Shell. 

One of the correspondents of a daily journal, talking about the 
physique of the Baltimore Plug-Uglies, says—‘t'Take almost any 
two of these atrocious-looking ruffians, and you will observe that 
they are as like one another as two peas.” 

Very well, then. Let us treat them as we do peas—Shell them. 

-_ 
Cons. 

When does a ship's cargo become real estate ? 

When it is unloaded. 

Why? 

Because it is landed property. 

Why are ladies like friction ? 

Because they wear hoops. 

ia _— 
The French for Plug-Ugly 
If Baltimore, as people reckon, is 
Of Maryland the chief metropolis, 
Then her Plug-Ugly—a child she cannot disown, 
Is certainly her chief metro-polisson. 

Motto for Col. Pleasanton’s Home Guards in Philadelphia. 

3y ONE oF ’EM. 


Our Ways are Ways of Pieasanton, and all our,Paths are Peace 


























228 


[MAY 11, 1861. 





PERKINS’S PURPLE. 


Mr. Rosyrt Hoyt, F. R.S., tells us that those beautiful colors 
called Solferino, Mauve, Magenta, Roseine, &c., are produced simply 
by mixing Aniline—the essence of coal tar—with different acids. 
In this way you can get any line of colors from pink to purple, 
very beautiful and very strong. Queer, isn’t it? One PxrKus, 
while peeping into Nature, discovered the wonderful fact. 
Straightway, he took to himself a handle, and donned inconti- 
nently the purp'e. We hail thee, PerKins, Prince, Imperator ! 
Thou mightest have had a slightly more musical name, but still 
twill pass. ’Twill do to swear by. King Perxinsthe First. Not 
so bad, after all. Perkrns yrogenitus. 

It seems rather odd, at & thought, that a wee bit of nasty 
Coal Tar, saturated with a wee bit of acid, should make anything 
brilliant—the delight of damsels, the pride of Princes, the crown- 
ing glory of Cardinals. But it’s a fact, nevertheless. The exper- 
iment can be tried very simply at any time—and in a very striking 
way. As thus: 

Take a gymnastic Old Tar. Saturate freely with Jerseyatic 
Acid (vulgularly known as “ Jersey Lightning’’). Shake thor- 
oughly. Strong blacks and blues are warranted to follow. Stars, 
too, are often seen. 

Or, vary the experiment slightly. Let the problem be given 
thus: Given a wée Cold Tar, to find a method of coloring any 
shade from Pink to Purple. Pour in ‘‘ the dye-stuff'’ ad libitum, 
and permanent colors will be seen in time. First, a pink, which 
at last becomes purple. If you want the colors clear and neat, 
use no water. A very fine shade is known to dealers by the name 
of “ Perfect Brick.” The last shade is a beautiful red—called 
* Nary Red.’’ These colors are all remarkably fast. 

The correctness of the work may be proved by reversing the 
opcration. Mix carefully with the Tar a considerable quantity of 
‘* Blue Ruin.”’ The Par will form an Acid which will combine 
intimately with the nearest object. There is generally a beautiful 
chemical union. Add a little more of the coloring matter from 
time to time, and the Tar will become more potent than the 
strongest acids—even the Nitro-Hydrochloric, which consumes 
gold. This preparation of Tar will not only eat into gold and sil- 
ver, but will destroy any object whatever placed within its reach. 
Its power, perhaps, is best shown on pewter mugs and black bot- 
tles, or on chairs, tables, and other farniture. The effect is often- 
times very striking. 

So, we believe in Perkins; item, iu Hunt. What they don’t 
know about Nature isn’t worth knowing. 


Singular Mistake. 


The readers of the daily papers have been much disgusted every 
morning and evening by finding, on opening their diurnals to 
read the news, only a reiteration of these words : 

‘« The Capital is Safe !” 

We are enabled to inform the public that this persistent and 
monotonous assertion is the result of a singnlar telegraphic 
error. 

Messrs Jones, Brown, Robinson, & Co., recently had their large 
manufactory destroyed by fire. Messrs. Locke, Key & Co., safe 
manufacturers, of this city, who had furnished Messrs. J. B. R. 
& Co with safes, immediately telegraphed to learn how their 
workmanship had stood the fiery ordeal. The reply was curiously 
bungled in telegraphing back, and was inserted in the news col- 
umns of the dailies at once, as a despatch to the Associated Press. 
It should have read : 

‘* The Safe is Capital !” 
——_—___ eee 
Indeed ! 


It is a notorious fact that the English, asa people, are particu- 
larly fond of what is called. in the language of the ribald, ‘‘a 
hanging-match.”” Old Wuat-p'ye-catt-'em thinks this is the 
chief cause of bankruptcy among them, for he never reads in the 
London papers of any one going into the Insolvent Court uutil 
after he has had an Execution in the house. 

ee a 


From Our Drill-room Reporter. 


‘*The North has got its back up now, in earnest, Jack,’’ said a 
broad-shouldered volunteer, addressing another of like scapular 
latitude. 

‘* Yes, and this is one of the Bristles of it,’’ replied Jack, as he 
fixed his bayonet. 





Best Articles to Convert into Trousers in Time of War. 


Gunny Bags. 











LORD LYONS. 
Atr :—Lord Lovel. 
I 


[ This stanza illustrates what Gov. Hicks thought Lord Lyons would 
do, with the consequences thereof. | 


Lord Lyons he stood at the Capitol gate 
A-holding his milk-white steed, 

When up came Lady Nancy Sewarp 

To wish the bold Briton good speed, speed, speed, 
To wish the bold Briton good speed. 


II. 


[This stanza setteth forth the conversation that Gov. Hicks thought 
Lord Lyons would have with the Administration. | 


““Oh ! where are you going, Lord Lyons?”’ she said ; 
‘*Oh! where are you going ?”’ said she. 
‘‘T’m not going, but come,” Lord Lyons replied, 
‘*To * mediate’ in this controversy, sy, sy, 

To ‘ mediate’ in this controversy.”’ 


Ill. 


[This stanza shows what the reply of Lady Nancy Sewarp ought to 
have been, but wasn't.| 


‘* Now, just you go back,’’ Lady Nancy then cried, 
** Now just you go back,’’ cried she ; 
‘**Tt’s not ‘ mediators’ but muskets we want 

To settle this controversy, sy, sy, 

To settle this controversy.” 


a 


THE NIGHTINGALE. 


It is said that exactly eleven hundred and ninety-eight young 
ladies have made application to the Commander-in-Chief to be 
permitted to go to Washington as Nurses for the Seventh Regi- 
ment. Good girls! 

Which is rather more than a nurse apiece fur the Boys. 

Vanity Farr has heard of the Horrors of War. If this bea 
sample of them, all it can say is to express extreme admira- 
tion of the gentleman who wished to sup his fill of Horrors. 

It is [interesting to observe, in this connection, how matters im- 
prove as the world advances. 

In the old time Nightingales simply sang on the linden-trees, or 
at best carried messages for wounded knights, acting as a sort of 
Musical Penny Post. 

Now, however, they do lots of. good things. The Nightingale 
of old Romance is beaten so far out of sight by the dear 1nodern 
NiIGHTINGALES Of Reality, as to fairly deserve to lose the name. 
The first has wings—the second is only an angel without them— 
the one sings—but its notes are not so sweet as those of the gen- 
tle nurse soothing and consoling the wounded. 

Fair Nightingales—ere the war is at an end you will be needed 
in many a hospital and in many a field. Wedo not say ‘‘ Be not 
backwerd.’’ Woman was never yet backward in doing good— 
“ first at the cross, last at the tomb.’’ Only press on—inspired 
by the thought that of all whose mission it is to alleviate the 
tremendous misery inflicted by battle, none is so important as 

ours. 

After which you will not fail to take particularly good care of 
the Vanity Fairies in the Seventh. They deserve it. 


ai in een 
A Slight Mistake. 


‘‘You have Slighted me, sir!’’ exclaimed an adipose and irate 
citizen to a photographer, whose transcript of him was a yood way 
short of perfection. 

* Pardon me, sir,’’ said the polite negativist, ‘‘but that was 
just my intention. . I so posed you that you look Slighter in the 
photograph than in life.’’ 





To Printers. 


If you happen to fallin with a Type of the Baltimore Plug- 
ugly, anywhere, under any circumstances, don’t forget to Double 
him. 





Bon-ton. 
Billy Wilson’s Zouaves—‘‘ dressed to kill.” 
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